Roy's  Wife  of  Aldivallocli. 

To  which  is  added, 
THE  HIGHLAND  PLAID. 

Neil  'Gow's  F^i-feweel, 

JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  X), 

MARIA. 
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ROY  S  WIFE  OF  ALDIV^I^OCM. 


Roy*s  wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

Roy's  Wife  of  AldivaUocfe, 
Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  me, 

As  I  cam  o'er  the  braes  of  Ballucb. 


She  vow'd,  she  swore  she  wad  be  cniae; 

She  said  she  lo'd  me  i>cst  of  ony  ; 
J}iU  hh !  the  fickle  faithless  quean. 

She's  ta'en  the  carle,  and  left  her  /ohnie. 

Roy's  wife  &c« 

O  she  wa«  a  canty  qdean. 

Wcel  could  she  dance  the  HighUod  w^Um  k 
How  happy  I,  had  she  been  mine, 

Or  I'd  been  Roy  of  AldivaIloah« 
Roy's  wife,  &c, 

Her  hair  «ae  fair,  her  een  sae  clear, 

Her  wee  bit  mou'  sae  sweet  and  boamr: 

To  me  she  ever  will  be  dear, 

Though  she's  for  ^ver  left  her  Jokak. 

Roy's  wife^  8^, 
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Tho*  Roy's  aulder  thrice  than  I, 
Perhaps  his  days  'ill  no  be  mony, 

And  when  the  carle's  dead  and  ganc, 

She  then  may  turn  her  thoughts  on  Johnny. 
Roy's  wife  &c. 

THE  HIGHLAND  PLAID. 

Lowland  lassie  will  ye  go, 

Whare  the  hills  are  clad  wi'  snow, 

Whare  beneath  the  icy  steep, 

The  hardy  shepherd  tends  his  sheep; 

111  nor  wae  shall  thee  betidc« 

When  row'd  within  my  Highland  plakl. 

Soon  the  voice  of  cheary  spring 
Will  gar  a'  our  plan  tins  ring. 
Soon  our  bonny  heather  braes, 
Will  put  on  their  summer  claes; 
Qn  the  mountain's  sunny  side 
We*ll  lean  us  on  my  HighJand  plaid. 

When  the  simmer  spreads  the  flow'rs 
Busks  the  glens  in  leafy  bow'rs. 
Then  we'll  seek  the  caller  shade. 
Lean  us  on  the  primrose  bed; 
While  the  burning  hours  preside^ 
ril  screen  thee  wi'  my  Highland  plaid, 

Tiaea  we'll  lea^e  the  sheep  and  goatj 
I  will  launch  the  bonny  boat, 
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Skim  the  loch  in  canty  glee, 
Rest  the  oars  to  pleasure  thee; 
VVhen  chilly  breezes  sw^ep  the  tlda, 
rU  hap  thee  vvi*  my  Highland  plaid. 

Lovylaml  J^l^^tnay  (J^^,i[i>^ir,fii>,e, 
Woo  in  words  mair  sdft  tRen  friihe, 
Lowland  lads  hae  naair  of  art, 
A'  tt)y  boast's  an  honest  heart; 
Whilk  shall  ever  be  my  pride, 
G  row  ihee  In  tny  Highland  jplaid. 

*  '  Bonny  lad  ye^ve  been  sae  lealj 
"  My  heart  would  break  at  our  farewell, 
"  Lang  your  love  has  made  mg  fain, 
Take  me— take  me  for  your  aih  !" 
Cross  the  firth,  away  they  glide, 
Young  Donald  and  hi^  Lowland  bride. 

NEIL  GOW'S  F'AREWEEL. 

You've ^iir^ly  heard  o'  famous  Neil, 
The  man  iliat  play'd  the  fiddle  we^}, 
I  wat  he  was  a  canty  chiel. 

And  dearly  loo'd  the  whisky,  O 
A  lid  ay  since  he  <!vcrc  tnirtan  hose, 
He  dearly  ioo'd  the  A thol  l%ose; 
Aiui  wae  was  he,  you  may  suppose.  ^ 

To  play  farewcc!  to  whisky,  O. 


A  lake!  qnotli  Neil,  I'm  frailand  auld, 
And  find  my  bluid  li^rovvs  linco  cauld: 
I  think  'twad  mak  me  blylh  and  b?tu!d, 

A  wee  drtip  Hn^hlarid  Wiisky^  • 
And  yet  thk  HMbrs  a'  ix^rte^    '   •  ■ ' ' 
That  whisky's  no  the  d^ink  for  me; 
Eaul!  quoth  Neii,  'twill  spoil  my  glee. 

Shou'd  they  part  me  and  whisky,  O. 

Tho'  I  can  get  baitb  wine  and  ale, 
And  find  my  head  and  fingers  hgple. 
ri!  be  content,  tho'  J^gs  shou'd  Ml, 
/      To  play  fare  wee!  to  whisky,  O. 
But,  stii  11  think  on  atrfd  laiigsyhe'^ 
When  Paradise  our  friends-Wd'tyne, 
Because  something  ran  in  their  min,' 
Forbid,  like  Highland  wbisky,  O. 

Conie  a'  ye  pdi^s^Vs  d'^Mu^ic,  come! 
1'  find  my  heait  grdws  unco  gfuril, 
My  fiddle  string*        no-ptey  bu^nv 

To  say  fai  eweelHo  Wbi^ilky,  O, 
rii  take  my  fiddle  in  it)y  {land, 
And  screw  the  slrings  up  while  tiiey^ll  sta  I, 
To  mt%k  a  lamentalioa  grand, 

On  gude  auKi  Highland  whisky,  O. 

JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO. 
John  Andcrsot^  ^^iVv  jo,  John, 
When  we  were  firyt  acquent, 


^«riir  locks  were  like  the  raven, 
Yowr  bonnie  brow  was  brent; 

Btvt  now  your  head's  turned  bald,  John, 
Toiff  locks  are  like  thp^sjiow, 

Yet,  blessings  qii, your  fr^qfiljf  pow, 
Joiin  Anderson,  my  jo. 

Jt^kii  A  iderson,  my  jo^  John, 

When  nature  first  began 
To  try  her  cannie  hand,  John, 

Her  ipoasterMvork  was  man: 
And  you  arnang  them  a'  John, 

Sac  trfg  frae  tap  to  tpe, 
Sb-e  proye^  to  be  ^ae  journey- ww rk, 

J^D  AndjersoD,  Q)y  jo. 

Jt*hjQ  A  nderson,  my  jo,  John, 

Ye  were  my  first  conceit, 
Awi  ye  need  na  think  it  strange,  John, 

Though  I  ca'  ye  trim  and  neat; 
TiK>ugh  sonr*e  folks  sa^y  ye're  au'd,  John, 

I  never  think  ypu  so, 
But  I  think  ye're  aye  the  same  it^  me, 

,T<*h»  Anderson,  my  jo. 

J*Jip  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 
We've  seen  «ur  bairns*  bairns, 

A»<1  yet,  my  dear  John  Anders<>ri, 
Vm  happy  in  your  arms; 

And  sae  arc  y<e  in  mine;J<)hn, 
I'm  sure  ye'U  ne'er  say  ne, 
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Thoiigh  the  days  arc  gane  0iat  we  bare  %^n^ 
JoAm  Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  AndfrsoD,  my  jo,  John, 

What  pleasure  does  it  gie, 
To  see  sae  iiiaiiy  sprouts,  John, 

Spring  up^tween  you  and  me; 
Aiid  ilka  lad  and  la^s,  John, 

In  our  Footsteps  to  goi 
Makei  perfiect  heaven  here  on  earrfi, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo, 

Jt)lia  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

Frae  year  to  year  we've  past, 
And  soon  that  year  maun  come,  J^h  a, 

Will  bring  us  to  our  last; 
But  lei  na  that  affright  us,  John, 

Our  hearts  were  ne'er  our  foe. 
While  in  innocent  delight  we  lived, 

iobxk  Anderson,  my  jo. 

J^ha  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither, 
And  money  a  cantie  day,  John, 

We've  had  with  ana  anither ; 
Noff      tiaauh  totter  down,  Jobift, 

Bui  hand  in  hand  we'll  go. 
And  we'll  sleep  thegither  at  the  fo<K»^ 

J^hrn  Andersou^  my  jo. 


MARIA. 

*1  was  near  a  thicket's  calm  re'.reat, 

Under  a  poplar  tree, 
Maria  chose  her  lojidy  seat, 

To  mourn  her  sorrows  free. 
Her  loyely  fqrm  vva^  sweex  to  Tievv^ 

As  dawn  at  ppe^iiB^  ^^Yir  ( ■  ■ 
But,  ah!  ahe  mou^;n'cl  her  love  aip^,|r^gf, 

Ar>d  wept 'her  careJ>  away*  . 

The  brook  flow'd  gently  at  her  fcct. 

In  rnurfiiurs  smooth  alooij:, 
Her  pipe,  ivluch  c  j^ce  she  luii'J  so  ovveet. 

Had  now  forgot  it^  ^s^ilg. 
No  rnore  to  chafsrio.  the  vale  :*he  tries 

For  grief  has  fiird  hc^r  breast; 
Fied  are  the  joys  she  us'd  to  prize, 

And  fled  with  them  her  re^t. 

Poor  hcpless  maid !  who  can  behoW 

Thy  angaish  fco  severe, 
Or  hear  thy  love-lorn  story  told, 

Without  a  pitying  tear  ! 
Maria,  haple;ss  maid,  adiea  1 

Thy  $or TP    joon  m  i^s^  ^ipeas^ ; 
S»cm  heaven  wiu  t^ke  a  sn^id  3P  iri^^^ 

To  everlasting  peace. 


FINIS. 


